THE   TURBULENT   GODDESS

he had the firmness, if anyone had, to cope with the turbulent
pair. No one, not even a four-star general, could really exert author-
ity over Isadora, and Isadora herself could not control her husband.
Kournakoff did his noble best.

A complication in the management of Isadora's tour was the
fact that we had Prohibition in those days, and Isadora needed a
bottle of champagne, or at least of whisky or bourbon before she
went on the stage. I, when I was with them, and Kournakoff when
I was not, had the additional duty of finding a source of supply in
each city.

Lecture to the Boston Brahmins

The first explosion occurred in Boston. Essenine opened a dress-
ing-room window in Symphony Hall, tossed a red flag out on the
chilly air and shouted the Russian equivalent of "Long live
Bolshevism!"

The manager of Symphony Hall called me in New York. Mayor
Curley was furious. The performance must be canceled.

I got Isadora on the phone at the Copley-Plaza.

"He's a darling, but what can I do? He had a drink or two.
Mr. Hurok, don't be disturbed. He won't do it again/'

Somehow we placated the Mayor and the outraged Bostonians.
And the next day Essenine did it again.

This time a crowd gathered on the street and Essenine made a
speech. Fortunately, Russian was not spoken in Boston in those
days any more than it is today. The performance went on.

Essenine appeared in a box in full Caucasian costume, the boots,
the fur hat, the belted black coat with cartridge clips. There was
no doubt of it; he was a beautiful young man.

The next morning in New York I opened my newspaper and
choked on my coffee.
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